URGA---AT   LAST

replied Vladimirov, who had left his revolver
and Lanchester with the caravan,

The  soldiers  immediately became less watchful.
After turning all our pockets inside out, and finding -
nothing, one of them gave the order:

"Tsu-bal" ("Come on!")   "To the police."

They led us through narrow, filthy streets, with
groups of Chinese standing in doorways, some of
them pointing at us and jeering:

"Mo%a9 mo^a! Baro nes" ("Russians, Russians, the
Baron's men.")

Now we're in for it, I thought as we arrived at the
police station, a building after the Chinese style,
with soldiers passing in and out every second. We
were taken in separately; Vladimirov preceded me.
When my turn came I was ushered into an office and
found myself face to face with a Chinese official.

"Who're you?" he asked in Russian.

"I'm a Hungarian prisoner of war. Fve escaped
from Russia and want to get home."

"You're not Russian?"

"No. Here's my passport from Uliasutai"

As he examined my passport his face brightened.
He picked up his writing brush, wrote something
into my passport, stamped it with a rubber stamp and
handed it back to me.

"You're all right," he said with a friendly smile.
"You're not Russian, so 111 give you a piece of advice.
If you have a friend at Urga, go to him as quickly as
you can, and don't show yourself in the street while
you're here."